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brother of the headman's wife, had married Punch!
Menika. They were dangerous people; they had
brought misfortune and -death into the village.
Fernando was not greatly impressed by their repu-
tation for working harm "by magic"; as became a
townman, he was somewhat sceptical; but what was
clear to him was that the headman hated the whole
family; they would get in no eventuality any help
or sympathy from him. This knowledge was as val-
uable as it was pleasing to him.
Then one evening he surprised them by coming
and chatting to Babun^ateiost as if he were an equal.
It was evening, just about the time before the lamps
are lit in the house, when the air grows cool, and the
wind dies down, and the afterglow of the setting
sun is in the sky. The work in the chena for the
man, and in the house for the woman, was over.
Babun was squatting in the compound near the
house, and Punchi Menika stood behind him, lean-
ing against the doorpost. From time to time a
word or two was spoken, but for the most part they
were content to allow the silence of the evening to
descend upon them, as they watched with vacant
eyes the light fade out of the sky.
Punchi Menika brought the wooden mortar in
which the grain was pounded, turned it upside down,
and dusted the top with a piece of cloth.